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Dear Pelle 


Dear Pelle, 
| miss you so much. | miss your mischievous smile, your dark sense of humor, your thoughtful heart.. 


| miss you every time I'm at band practice and | hear Attila singing your songs, your beautiful songs. None of 


them sound right when he sings them.. You were the only one meant to sing them. 


| remember all the great times we had together at practice.. You would always do the silliest things that 


always made me laugh 


| miss the jokes you always made about my terrible cooking. Sure, they got old pretty quickly, but | still miss 
hearing them. 


| miss you every time | walk through the woods. | remember finding you there when you and Øystein fought.. 
We would talk and joke around and have such wonderful times. 


| remember when the band flew to Germany on tour.. You were terrified of flying, and you held onto my hand 


the whole time. | remember your relieved smile when we finally landed on the ground again 


| remember the concert when you passed out from blood loss. | remember taping up your arms and taking 


you to the hospital.. 


| remember the first time you hugged me.. You and Øystein had a particularly nasty fight that evening that 


left you in tears. 


| remember that one time we went out to eat. You refused to eat, and after Øystein spurred you on, you 


pulled out your pocketknife and started cutting. | remember taking you away, bandaging you up, and comforting 
you. 


Over the next two years, | saw you fade away before my eyes, and it broke my heart. The depression took 
over you.. You isolated yourself from everyone, you stopped eating, you started cutting yourself on a regular 
basis. | even saw you burning yourself a few times. | tried to console you, | tried to bandage you up, but | had 


no idea what | was doing. 
| remember the party where | had to handcuff you to the lamppost. You were drunk and had hurt yourself, 
and you tried to go after Øystein and Varg. | did it to stop you from hurting yourself, but you didn't believe 


me. You hated me for it, and you shut yourself away from me. 


| remember seeing you after your final concert.. You were so thin that | could see your ribs through your 


shirt. Your whole body, particularly your arms, were covered in self-harm scars. 


| remember how you acted before you died.. You constantly talked about how you wanted to go home. | 
thought nothing of it, but | realize now that | should have been more aware. 


| remember the night Dystein called me, telling me that you had died with excitement in his voice. | knew that 
the son of a bitch had yelled at you and ridiculed you and left you alone so that you would commit suicide. 


| remember your funeral.. | tried my hardest not to cry my eyes out in front of everyone as your eulogy 


was read. | had to leave the building because | couldn't contain my tears. 
Life is now so much harder without you.. | miss you so much. 


| now realize that | should have done more, but | didn't know what to do. All | wish is that you were still with 


me. 
| will love you forever, Pelle. | promise. | love you so much... | love you more than you could ever imagine. 


Yours forever, 


Jørn 


